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Bissell Centre CEO Cautions 


=) against Dismissal of Recent Home- 


less Count Numbers 


“We need to be careful about using 


* anecdotal evidence to dismiss the valid- 


ity of the homeless count,’ says Gary St. 
Amand, CEO of Bissell Centre. 
The most recent survey and data 


| analysis estimates that the number of 


people who are homeless in our city has 
decreased from 2,307 people in 2014 to 

1,752 people currently. 

“The homeless count is meant only to 
be one snapshot of homelessness and 
while we need to be reflective about its 
methodology, it is also important that we 
consider all the evidence before jump- 
ing to sweeping conclusions about its 
accuracy, explains St. Amand. 

For example, Bissell Centre has 
supported over 1,500 individuals and 
families since the last homeless count in 
2014 through its housing and eviction 
prevention work. The organization has 
assisted 545 people to find housing and 
1,009 people to avoid imminent evic- 


/ tions. 


“Further to that, while we have 


| experienced a rise in the usage of our 
| services since the last homeless count, 
— our data has shown that this was the 
= result of new services that we imple- 
| mented during that period, explains St. 
| Amand. “These new services connected 
| us with people who are new to Bissell 
| Centre and they capture the majority of 


the increased service use throughout our 
organization.” 

Another consideration is the forced 
relocation of homeless people due to 
the recent significant development of 
Edmonton's downtown core. When 
coupled with the seasonal increase of 
people sleeping outdoors in the summer 


’ ‘months, a rise in the number of home- 


less people in various locations around 
the city, including the river valley, is to 
be expected. This raises the question of 
whether the rise in numbers in cer- 
tain locations is due to the movement 
of homeless people rather than a net 
increase of the homeless population in 
Edmonton, as some have argued. 

“To call into doubt the methodol- 
ogy of the homeless count without a 
thorough and thoughtful review of the 
evidence diminishes the good work that 
is happening by many organizations and 
individuals in the community,’ says St. 
Amand. 

“We need to maintain our focus on 
housing, because whatever your view of 
the housing count is, we still have over 
1,700 people living on the streets and 
that should be unacceptable to all of us. 
We need to continue to work together as 
a community to bring long-term solu- 
tions to this issue,’ says St. Amand. 


LRT Stations open to provide overnight shelter in extreme 


weather 


LRT stations are usually locked between 1:30 a.m. and 5 a.m., but city of- 
ficials made the decision to keep them open in extreme weather. 
“I think it went really well? said Eddie Robar, branch manager, Edmonton Transit 
System. Robar’s depaaient is making it an official policy to now open stations 
overnight every time freezing temperatures and wind combine to make it feel 


colder than -20 C. 


“The health and safety of all or our citizens in the city is important to us, 


Robar said. 


Security was present at all of the stations that were left unlocked. The city . 
received some comments about litter in the stations, but staff will look at how to 


deal with that, he said. 


“I think people not freezing on the streets is our main goal here and I think we 
succeeded in that,’ added Robar. “Hopefully we gave somebody at least a warmer 


place to sleep in the night.” 





The crumbs in my pocket... 


By Timothy Wild 
It isn’t often the case that both the 
movie and book are equally impactful 
and compelling. However, Lion (derived 
from the name of the main character) 
is such an example. Lion recounts the 
true story of a five-year-old Indian boy, 
Saroo, who becomes separated from his 
older brother outside his village, ends 
up on a train and finds himself alone 
on the other side of the country on the 
streets of Kolkata (formerly Calcutta). 
He is utterly and completely lost, has a 
five year old’s sense of geography, time 
and family names, and doesn't speak the 
_ local language. Saroo witnesses all sorts 
of abuse on the streets, particularly the 
exploitation of young children, presum- 
ably for sexual trafficking, begging or 
organ harvesting. Fortunately, however, 
unlike many other children surviving 
on the streets, he finds his way to an 
orphanage and, in quick succession, an 
international adoption agency, and is 
soon adopted by an Australian couple 
from Tasmania. . 
However, one of the constant 
themes in Saroo’s time in India - both 
with his single-parent family and whilst 
alone on the streets — was the unremit- 
ting and desperate search for food. His 
mother worked at a grueling manual 
labour job to bring home some food; 
the family also begged, scrounged and 
picked through garbage for scraps. Then 
there were occasional acts of charity. 
But food was constantly top of mind for 
the family. In fact, it was the pursuit of 
labour to augment the family’s meager 
income that led Saroo and his brother 
to leave home. This could be contrasted 
with his later Australian, middle class 
diet and the discussions around the din- 
ner table. I will not give too much away, 
as both the chronicle of book and the 
story in the movie are certainly worth 
the time. : 
Throughout both, though, I couldn't 
help thinking about food insecurity 
right here in Alberta. It isn't only in 
nations of the global South that the lack 
of sustainable access to food is a social 
problem. The sad truth is that a signifi- 
cant number of Albertans don't have ad- 


equate enough income to meet the basic 
daily costs of food, shelter and clothing. 
For many a balanced and healthy diet 
is simply out of the question. Families 
worry about food running out, meals are 
skipped, parents and their children eat 
less than they should, and the nutrition- 
al quality of the food sometimes leaves a 
lot to be desired. 

- Yes, I know we have food banks 
- and they do play an important role 
(ideology aside) in helping meet an 
immediate need. But there are only a 
limited number of times that families 
can access the food banks. There may 
also be other practical barriers to food 
bank use, such as transportation and 
childcare. Additionally, church-based 


‘services are stretched to the limit. I also 


know, for example, that high school 
students are taking on part-time jobs, 
not for spending money but to supple- 
ment their family’s food budget. Food 
security is a serious problem in Alberta. 
But what are the causes? Well, I would 
argue that it is about the market and 
political choices. Let’s be blunt, both 
locally and globally there is enough food 
to ensure that everyone has an adequate, 
varied, sustainable and nutritious diet. 
However, it is access to food that is the 
problem. People cannot afford to buy 
food when it is so heavily commodified 
and commercialized. 

For some groups wages, for example, 
are too low to meet the costs of the food 
market. That’s why we need to work for 
living wages. But it is not only wages 
that are inadequate. We can also look at 
the risible social assistance rates. Even 
people receiving these supports from 
the provincial government are unable to 
make authentic choices on an ongoing, 
dignified and independent basis. Yet 
many members of the general public are 
unaware of how low social assistance 
rates actually are. Some people believe 
that simply because a policy is in place 
it is adequate to address the social issue. 
This is clearly not the case. 

Admittedly, the wording of the 
Income and Employment Supports Act 
reads well, stating that the purpose of 
the Act is “to provide programs for per- 
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sons in need for such of their require- 
ments for food, shelter, personal items 
and medical and other benefits as are 
essential to their health and well-being 
and, in particular, to provide training 
and other measures to facilitate their 
movement toward independence and 
self-sufficiency.’ But the reality is far 
different. Not only does it result in im- 
mediate hunger, it also places very real 
(and patently unnecessary) limits on 
the growth, dreams and participation 
of people already on the margins. This 
hardly fosters “movement toward inde- 
pendence and self-sufficiency.” 

Food insecurity is the result of 
political choices. After all, inaction or 
maintaining the status quo are both 
choices. In an article on the failure of 
the French Popular Front in the 1930s, 
the journalist Jonathan Fenby notes the 
saying “My heart is on the left but my 
wallet is on the right”. He then writes 
“when the chips are down, the second 
takes precedence over the first, again 
and again.” The same could easily be said 
for our province. We may experience a 


princess and pea sense of unease about 


social, economic and cultural margin- 
alization, but we don’t really want to pay 
the various costs (including financial) 
necessary for the extension of justice 
and inclusion. This reflects the perpetual 
dilemma of the “bourgeois cool’. 

Finally, I was talking to a fellow 
social worker about food insecurity, and 
she noted that she had spoken to a com- 
munity member who had interviewed 
for a job as a door-to-door canvasser 
for a charity seeking to sponsor fami- 
lies in Africa. During the course of the 
conversation, when describing the job, 
the resident noted it was to try and get 
sponsorships for “people like me...just 
half way across the world” There is a 
certain irony in that comment, but it 
really puts it into perspective and links 
the local to the global. Ultimately, the 
solution to food insecurity cannot be 
found in the vagaries of charity. It must 
be based in the comprehensive certain- 
ties of inclusive and transformative 
public policy. 
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In this job you kind of feel like Santa 


Claus 365 days of the year - part two 





By John Zapantis 


We've all at one time, or the other 
have heard the popular adage, ‘it is 
better to give than to receive? 

That's the wonderful incentive and 
opportunity I’ve had while working as 
the Alberta Street News Media Rela- 
tions Coordinator since accepting this 
challenging and exciting volunteer 
position January of 2012. I emphasized 
to our ASN readers in last month's 
issue of Alberta Street News that I was 
appointed on as the Alberta Street 
News Media Relations Coordinator, 
after coming up with the innovative 
idea of writing and sending 16 letters 
of invitation to the major media and 
local newsprint publications to come 
to the Alberta Street News Name 
Launch held January 3, 2012 to help 
our paper in celebrating this historical 
milestone. 

The letters written and sent out by 
me, influenced seven major television 
networks including two newsprint 
publications to cover our launch, 
where several of our vendors, writers 
and our editor Linda Dumont were 
all interviewed on their perspectives 
concerning the paper. 

The rest speaks for the record. One 
week after the end of that launch and 
the immense results I had obtained to 
influence that great media coverage, 
editor Linda Dumont promoted me 
the man in charge of PR. 

So I in return, I self made my newly 
appointed occupational title, as Al- 
berta Street News Media Relations Co- 
ordinator. Since that time, ’'ve made it 
an obligation that I always contact the 
media, sending them written invita- 
tions on coming down to our various 
media events in interviewing our 
editor, writers and vendors on their 
contributions and accomplishments 
with the paper. 


The second big leap of faith was 
going to have me expand our reach 
into other areas of the province. I now 
was starting to feel a bigger obligation 
to the responsibilities with our paper, 
so I decided then in the months to 
come that for starters, I'd also make it 
my responsibility to find ways to bring 
attention to the paper while bring- 
ing the Alberta Street News to other 
municipalities within the province of 
Alberta. 

I've made major breakthroughs 
in getting St. Albert Mayor Nolan 
Crouse to give our newspaper consent 
to bring Alberta Street News into the 
City of St. Albert, through getting him 
to hear me out on why our paper is 
deserving of recognition as an equal 
to other rival business vendors, who 
are out there selling their products. It 
took a lot of work, when it came to my 
representing the paper, while giving 
three presentations on the benefits of 
Alberta Street News and its purpose 
to the vendors, who write about their 
personal issues and selling the paper 
to supplement their incomes on the 
various street corners of Se and 
Edmonton. 

Just to get a foot in the door for 
starters, in a period of four years and 
five months, I appeared on St. Albert 


Council Minutes three times and was | 


aired on Shaw Cable TV in front of a 
panel of six city councillors including 
Mayor Nolan Crouse. 

The presentations took place on July 
3rd, 2012, October 26th, 2015 and 
May 16th, 2016. Council Minutes is 
always held on the third floor of St. 
Albert Place City Hall. 

To go around that long and endur- 
ing history, while in the process of get- 
ting my vending permit, the Mayor’s 
decision in making up his mind in 
granting our paper a vending per- 
mit was prolonged. Despite the long 


delay in getting the Mayor’s approval. 

I made a major breakthrough during 
the last Council Minutes session aired 
on May 16th, 2016, when I com- 
mended Mayor Nolan Crouse and 

his City Councillors for tolerating the 
fight. I thanked them for hearing out 
my presentations on how far our paper 
has come to the present, from when it 
was originally Edmonton Street News. 

In the second Council Minutes aired 
on Shaw Cable TV, October 26th, 
2015, Councillor Tim Osborne can be 
seen asking Economic Development 
Officer Guy Boston about the bylaws, 
concerning where vendors can vend. 

After interviewing Tim Osborne at 
an MS Society Walk fundraiser and 
assuring him I'd be mentioning him 
in a future story, I asked him if hed 
vouch for our paper to help me to get 
a permit to sell in St. Albert. 

While on Council Minutes after 
months had elapsed from my first en- 
counter with Tim Osborne at that MS 
Walk, the favour was finally returned, 
when he popped the question to Guy 
Boston, asking him if vendors could 
seek permission to vend on pie 
lands. 

Boston's answer was reassuring, 
“That with the exception that a new 
vendor got written permission from 
a land owner, consent would be bien . 
for a vending location.” 

When it was my turn I asked Mated 
Nolan Crouse about getting a permit — 
to vend and also signing off in thank- 
ing all the people involved in the 
process of allowing me to bring my 
presentation to Council Minutes. 

The mayor finally granted me per- 
mission and suggested that I get the 
engineering department to find mea 
viable vending location. 

Since that time, I’ve been requested 
to provide St. Albert City Planning 


with a charitable number to exempt 


our paper from paying a vending 
fee. 

Linda Dumont has been sup- 
portive in filling out the essential 
forms that I've given to St. Albert 
City Planning License Inspector 
Monty Killoy that has been accept- 
ed for processing. 

Now all I need to find is a loca- 
tion to vend at and get the consent 
of a land owner, who'll allow me to 
set up a vending stand in front of 
their many businesses in the future. 

Since approaching St. Albert City 
Council on my idea of expanding 
our paper's reach into that territory 
back in September 18th of 2012 
- Tembarked on another interest- 
ing challenge while driving to the 
Town of Morinville where I figured 
Id give their town a try by setting 
up a vendor location where I could 
promote the Alberta Street News. 

There I approached Morinville 
Licence Inspector Karen Strawson 
about granting me a business li- 
cence and permit to sell the Al- 
berta Street News. 

I also contacted Morinville News 
Owner/Publisher/Reporter Ste- 
phen Dafoe to do a write-up about 
my bringing Alberta Street News 
to his town to inform the public | 
where I was going to be selling the 
paper. 

When I made my debut as an 
ASN vendor on 101 street and 100 
Avenue, seven members of the 
public, who came to buy the papers 
from me, told me that they had 
seen the interview Stephen had 
done when the story was published 
in the Morinville News October 
3rd 2012 weekly edition. 

I eventually moved over to 
Westmor Landing in Morinville 
and in about eight months time I 
approached the Edmonton Jour- 
nal with the idea of asking them 
to donate two of their own vendor 
boxes, so that I could serve my 


customers more efficiently. 

The truth was I was tired of driv- 
ing 10 miles north of Edmonton 
with my (then) brand new 2012 
Toyota Corolla and 10 miles back 
thinking that the long drives were 
starting to add to the wear and tear 
of my new vehicle, which I figured 
would minus quicker from its ex- 
pected lifespan. 

So I told the Edmonton Journal's 
Operation's Manager Gerry Ray- 
pold that if he donated two vendor 
boxes to our paper so that I could 
have them installed in Morinville, 
I'd do a write-up on him thanking 
him for making it all possible for 
our paper. 

He immediately embraced the 
idea and told me I could come and 
pick them up in two weeks from 
their Eastgate plant with no further 
questions asked. 

I then phoned NAIT Associate 
Dean of Trades, Malcolm Haines 
telling him that I'd do a story on 
him and his painting and decorat- 
ing students if they were to vol- 
unteer their time as part of their 
course study to refurbish the boxes 
and paint them with black letters 
reading, Alberta Street News on a 
yellow back drop. 

Within a few 
weeks, the boxes were 
ready and I came 
down and did a pho- 
to of Malcolm and 
all of his 12 students, 
who did a great job in 
handling this assign- 
ment, then geting the 
student’s names and 
photographing his 
students, who stood 
by the two newly 
refurbished Alberta 
Street News boxes. 

The Italian Bakery 
agreed to deliver the | 


which was in May 2013. One box 
was placed in front of the A&W 
Restaurant located at 106 Sreet 
and 100 Avenue. Thanks to A&W 
owner Ron Fylyshtan for giving 

us consent. The other vendor box 
was placed in front of Friends and 
Neighbours Restaurant. Consent 
was given to me by the restaurant's 
owner Cindy Moncrieff. 

The two boxes earned me small- 
er amounts of money as opposed 
to the higher sums of money I was 
earning when I was previously 
vending in Westmor Landing. They 
eventually experienced a freez- 
ing cold snap that caused them to 
freeze up in February of 2014, cre- 
ating problems that prevented the 
front doors from opening so that 
the customers could buy a paper 
after putting a toonie in, which was 
the flat rate I established for the 
boxes to accept. 

The boxes were eventually pulled 
out of their location and I was sad- 
dened to have to close the opera- 
tion down. 


To be continued 





Linda Dumont and John Zapantis with a vending 
boxes on their day off, box. Photo by Theresa Walsh Cooke 
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One train-wreck special: Coming up. 


By Allan Sheppard 


“Would you like sides with 
your order? Extra dressing? One of 
our fabulous desserts? A supersized 
drink?” 

At Eatsa, a new San Fran- 
cisco restaurant specializing in quinoa 
dishes, you can (as Arlo Guthrie used 
to sing) get anything you want. Except 
a bit of interpersonal give-and-take. 

Eatsa, which has already 
opened a second outlet in Los Angeles 
(apparently with others on the way), 
fancies itself as the forerunner of a 
trend that will revolutionize, if not the 
entire restaurant industry, certainly 
the substantial segment of it that 
depends on and is driven by mass- 
market fast-food franchises. It’s main 
distinction (aside from it’s currently 
faddish menu focus that can, and 
probably will, change over time) is its 
claim to be entirely automated. 
Everything that happens during an 
Eatsa experience—from ordering a 
meal through preparing and serving 
it—is said to be automated. Only the 
eating of the meal remains a hands-on 
activity: menus are displayed and or- 
ders placed at banks of tablet comput- 
ers; payment is by online transaction; 
orders are assembled and delivered 
to glass-fronted cubicles by robots: 
all within 90 seconds and for the low, 
low price of $6.95 US, with everything 
untouched by human hands, _ 

Well, almost everything. 

Doing business with Eatsa is 
still a shell game. A dark panel drops 
down to hide the service cubicle while 
food is placed there: by a human 
server. There is also a lone human 
presence in the front to help newbies 
navigate the process and coyly deflect 
questions about what is actually hap- 
pening in the kitchen. The answer, it 
seems, is that there is a small kitchen 
staff involved, but the goal is to go 
entirely robotic as soon as possible. 
Smoke and mirrors? Salesmanship? 


More sizzle than steak? 

Perhaps. But there is potential 
there. And some success. 

Consider Momentum Ma- 
chines, also based in San Francisco. 
Momentum sells a robotic contrap- 
tion that produces “gourmet” ham- 
burgers: up to 360 of them per hour 
(that’s six per minute), each prepared 
to custom order, with freshly ground 
meat patties containing any desired 
proportions of available meat varieties 
(pork, beef, bison, lamb, chicken, etc.), 
topped to order with freshly sliced and 
chopped vegetables and pickles, and 
finished off with variable combina- 
tions of seasonings and condiments. 
(You-can read about the machine and 
see a picture with a sample of its out- 
put at tinyurl.com/mmf93dw .) | 
McDonald’, eat your heart out. Ditto 
Wendy's. Ditto Burger King. Ditto, 
even, Harvey’s (which strives to de- 
liver anything you want hamburger- 
wise, with some human give-and-take 
on the side). 

Should I mention that, hav- 
ing perfected the first-generation 
hamburgerbot, Momentum has now 
turned to designing a sandwichbot? 
And might we anticipate a dough- 
nutbot? A muffinbot? A pizzabot? A 
fancy-coffeebot? An anything-you- 
wantbot? Believe it. 

Only President Donald J. 
Trump and his acolytes and minions 
believe (or will tell us they believe, 
as we Should believe) that that near 
certainty will not happen, or that there 
will not be dire consequences, if it 
does. 

And if (not when) that or 
something like it happens, it won't be » 
McDonald's and their corporate ilk 
that eat their hearts (for starters) out. 
It will be the workers who will have 
to consume (figuratively) themselves, 
their families, and each other to sur- 
vive: it’s the people who still (although 
already partnered with partial auto- 
mation) have significantly to prepare 


and serve by hand our fast food and 
drink who will pay the real price as 
automation supersedes human work- 
ers. 

McDonald's and their corpo- 
rate ilk will buy the machines. And 
they will profit mightily by them. (The — 
few holdouts that continue to offer 
human service will cater to the smaller 
market of folks whose tastes and 
wealth do not require them to ask how 
much they have to pay for, and if they 
can afford, the best of everything—or 
whatever is left of it.) 

Never going to happen, you 
say? Why would someone do that, you 
ask? 

People will design and build 
such machines because the mechan- 
ics, robotics, and artificial intelligence 
they need represent creative challeng- 
es that the best and brightest minds 
cannot—and I suggest will not—resist. 
We can find greater, more urgent, less 
socially destructive opportunities: 
ending poverty, homelessness, star- 
vation, climate change, famine, war, 
pestilence, for starters. But there isn’t 
much of a market for such things; they 
don't pay off and, therefore, no one 
with discretionary money to invest 
will pay for them. It amounts, using a 
current cliché, to “a perfect storm”: of 
human psychology and ingenuity op- 
erating in an environment of amoral 


economics and anti-social politics. 


I call on Andy Puzder to make my 
case. 
“We could have a restaurant 
that’s focused on all-natural products 
and is much like an Eatsa, where you 
order on a kiosk, you pay with a credit 
or debit card, your order pops up, and 
you never see a person,” Puzder told 
Business Insider. ... (T)he automated 
restaurant would be cheaper since 
he (Puzder) wouldn't have to worry 
about rising minimum wage.” [My 
emphasis. ] 

“If youre making labor more 
expensive, and automation less ex- 


pensive—this is not rocket science,” 
Puzder added. 

Moreover, “(machines are) 
always polite, they always upsell, they 
never take a vacation, they never show 
up late, there’s never a slip-and-fall, 
or an age, sex, or race discrimination 
case.” [My emphasis. ] 

As for the quaint notion that 
people might prefer to interact with a 
real person, Puzder observes, “'Mil- 
lennials like not seeing people. I’ve 
been inside restaurants where we've 
installed ordering kiosks... and I’ve 
actually seen young people waiting in 
line to use the kiosk where there's a 
person standing behind the counter, 
waiting on nobody.” 

Andy Puzder's first claim to 
attention (if not fame) is as the chief 
executive officer of CKE Restaurants, 
parent company of U.S. fast-food 
chains Hardee's and Carl's Jr. His 
observations and opinions are en- 
tirely consistent with that role and its 
responsibilities. His job is to produce 
a marketable product at maximum 
profit; if that means replacing work- 
ers with machines, so be it. (There 
will, of course, be jobs created design- 
ing, building, selling, maintaining, 
and supporting automatic machines. 
But can anyone seriously believe the 
Puzders of our world can cut costs 
using the machines unless the total la- 
bour—and the total cost of labour—is 
significantly less than the cost of wages 
and social supports for the human 
workers they will replace.) 

Andy Puzder has a second 
claim to attention (if not fame) as the 
Secretary of Labour in the barrel of 
billionaires (and millionaires) Presi- 
dent Trump has chosen as his cabinet. 
According to investopedia.com, the 
U.S. Department of Labour is the 
“government cabinet body responsible 
for standards in occupational safety, 
wages and number of hours worked, 
unemployment insurance benefits, re- 
employment services and a portion of 
the country's economic statistics.’ 

Say what? 
Talk about posting a fox to 


guard a henhouse. Or tossing a cat 
among a flock of pigeons. The man 
now responsible nominally (or notion- 
ally) for the general welfare of workers 
in the U.S. is someone who has openly 
and unequivocally pointed to the 
actual (managerial) challenges associ- 
ated with operating a business with 
human workers and to the potential 
(entrepreneurial) benefits of replacing 
them with machines. Can you spell 
“cognitive disconnect”? “Mutual exclu- 
sivity”? “Snake oil?” 

The goal of making America 
great again proved attractive to many 
voters because it included an express 
promise and an implied commitment 
to put American workers back to 
work. Does anyone, including Trump 
and Puzder himself believe Puzder 

an, will, or even want to do that: put 
American workers back to work, I 
mean, as a means toward, rather than 
as an uncertain consequence of, mak- 
ing America great once more? 


I began my now long and still unfin- 


ished journey exploring the changing 
nature of work and the future of jobs 


_in advanced economies by recalling 


the lyrics of a hobo song my late fa- 
ther, who struggled through the Great 
Depression, used to sing when in his 
cups: 

Why don't you work 

Like the other men do? 

Well how can I work 

When there's no work to do? 

Hallelujah, I'm a bum... 

I can't find that exact wording 
in on-line versions of the song, but it's 
what I recall may father singing. I find 
it a propos here: to participate in and 
advocate killing human work (jobs) 


_ with automation while at the same 


time condoning a shaming-and-blam- 
ing culture toward people who can't 
find work is hypocritically perverse. 
It's even more perverse to make some- 
one responsible for putting a country 
back to work who believes, at the 
dawn of an era of mass automation, 
that machines are better workers—and 
better for profits—than people. 

The only hope of making . 
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headway in that direction is to claw 
back a diminishing number (due to 
ongoing automation) of jobs that have 
been exported by means of trade deals’ 
(negotiated by and in consultation 
with corporate interests for their and 
their shareholders’ benefit) to low- 
wage jurisdictions. 

That might produce short- 
term gains for some workers, but at 
serious risk of long-term pain for the 
US., its-workers, and its neighbours. 
Which means us. | 

We're not just spectators to a 
potential train-wreck. We are on that 
train. 

And robots are taking orders 
in the dining car. 

[Information and quotes 
about Eatsa were sourced from the 
Guardian on line, Welcome to the 
robot-based workforce: will your job 
become automated too? (tinyurl.com/ 
gngw4sg) and kfor.com, Carl's Jr. CEO 
wants to try automated restaurant 
where customers ‘never see a person, 
(tinyurl.com/jdc7utv).] 
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| By Sharon Spencer 








I walked out of a doctor’s office; 
despair filled my heart. Feelings of 
depression and hopelessness over- 
whelmed me. I had just been diag- 
nosed with a severe case of fibromyal- 
gia and had been informed that there 
was next to no hope for the excruciat- 
ing pains that I endured for so long. 


_ The pains that I had been suffering 
| from for years were more than arthri- 


tis. Surgeries on my legs that failed, 


_ were only just the tip of the iceberg. 


Depression became my mindset 
for almost the entire day. How would 


_ I cope with yet another crippling 


diagnosis? I have watched my activi- 


_ ties decrease for years due to increas- 
_ ing pain and sleeplessness as a result 
_ of my failing abilities and movement. 


| The numerous medications 
| already prescribed were tak- 
ing their tolls as well. 
| When I walked out of 
= that office it seemed as if it 
_ was another door closed to 
/me. Once again more of life’s 
! impossibilities folded in on 
; me. The medical world can 
» only prescribe more meds 
with even more side effects. 
Dope me up and dumb me down! 

A long time ago, more than half a 


lifetime, my life was filled with chaos | 


and pain. Abandonment and rejec- 
tion, the ugly twins, ruled my life. I 
had attempted to kill myself and end 
my miserable existence too many 
times to count: The devil would speak 
to me and succeeded in convincing 
me that there was no way out of the 
suffering that devastated me and tore 
at my heart. With his lies and my 
depression I was easily fooled into 
accepting death as a way out of pain 
from a seemingly hopeless life. 

At thirty-two years of age after a bad 
attempt, my family had to step in and 
my children were devastated that I, 
their only parent, would leave them. 


What can you do, 
when someone close to you drinks 
too much? You might be surprised 
what you can learn at an Al-Anon 
meeting. 


Call 1-888-322-6902 
for information about Edmonton (& surrounding areas) 
meetings 
Email 
edmontonalanon@gmail.com 
or visit www.al-anon.ab.ca 











Thad a small house I was paying 
off. People moved all my furniture 
out when I was in the hospital, My 
children stayed with friends and 
relatives until I got well. I was sent to 
a Christian psychologist, Dr. Bur- 
bary. Even though I was a Christian 1 
certainly was mixed up. Then I began 
a long journey of healing. I remember 
saying to my sister, “Booper, I don't 
know how to change!” 
She said, “Sherry ask God to Open 
doors and you will go through them’ 
I prayed this prayer and that’s 
what I’ve been doing for half my life 
- walking through doors. Some- 
times there is a long time between 
those doors because of my rebellion 
but God is faithful in answering my — 
prayer. In all my horrible mistakes He 
has never left me nor forsaken me. He 
was the friend that stood closer than 
a brother. 
Psalm 119:50 says, “so my comfort i in 


my suffering is this, that your promise 


preserves my life.” 

Hope in God springs eternal for 
those who are born again. After my — 
pity party and talking to my wise 
pastor I came to the realization that 
Id been living with this almost all 
my life. Now I’m walking through 
a door - the door of hope in Christ 
and praying for supernatural healing, 
once more a walk of faith. 

You see in these later days of my 
life there are many doors of opportu- 
nity in ministry opening to me. I’ve 
waited half my life for this and I will 
not allow the devil to steal this from 
me. 


Hosea 2:15 And I will give her her 
vineyards from thence, and the valley — 
of Achor for a door of hope: and she 


shall sing there, as in the days of oon 4 


youth, and as in the day when she — 
came up out of the land of Egypt. 


ILENE i EE RS ARI 

















My Angels 
By Remza Lagarija 
| Ignorance and forgetfulness exhaled 
me this night, 
the heartless darkness of hell. 
| The angels from the east visit me, 
| and touch everything I touched. 


| The Moonlight carries stories of 
suitors, 

| alot of lies have been forged, 

| I can receive all truth, 

| which does not have a false glow, 

| no matter how painful it is. 


| While the stars shine in the eyes of 


the wise men, 
I reflect all that is true. 

| Ina special prayer burns treacher- 
| ousheart. — 
| I give my heart to the angels, 

I feel the silk on which I walk. 
| Tam better in my heart, my soul is 
| purer. 
| With my angels, 
| now, I hike the empire of Art. 


| On my knees on the prayer mat, 
my mind finds enlightenment; 
in my heart trembles strong redemp- 
tion. 

_ What I still need, I discover with my 
pure soul, 

the art of the truth, 

_ that I compose in writing from 

thoughts. 

_ Some call it Art, 

_ [just want to think, write, and 

speak, 

as a Creation of God. 

_ Lam grateful to angels and to the 

Creator 

_ for all my fortune, and happiness. 





Shadow of Lace 
By Dani Zyp 


_ Live in bliss and blossom 
Like a hibiscus flower opening 
To the sun UE aa | . 
| A philodendron growing immense 
Leaves 
| Shadow of Lace 
| Onitsskin 
tn 





HEALING 


BY THE CMHA 
WRITING FOR RECOVERY GRO 


The Red Angora Sweater 
By Gily Ro 


Whenever we traveled to my 
grandparents by bus it was so boring. 
We werent allowed to get off when 
it stopped along the way. My mother 
said wed end up getting left behind 
but I wanted to see this strange place 
I'd never been to before. What's the 
point in stopping if we can't look 
around? I hated just sitting there with 
nothing to do. We weren't supposed to 
talk to each other. My mother would 
force us to take Gravol before we left 
so we wouldn't vomit on the bus. It 
was difficult not to vomit, though. 
Gravol made me want to vomit. Back. 
then people could smoke on the bus 
so it always smelled like cigarette 
smoke, alcohol, the stinky blue stuff 
they put in the toilet so it wouldn't 
smell so bad and various types of food 
people would bring on with them. I 
liked the trip home better because my 
grandparents would send food with us 
like turkey or ham sandwiches, butter 
tarts, cookies, fresh home make buns — 


and cinnamon buns. On one particu- 


lar trip home, my older sister and I 
were sitting on the driver’s side of the 


__ bus and my mother and younger sister 


were on the other side. Sitting behind 


_ thought she looked beautiful in that 
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me and my sister was the most bec. | 
ful woman I ever saw. She had blonde | 
perfectly done hair and makeup with 
red lipstick. She was wearing a red 
angora sweater and skinny legged 
black and white striped pants. She 
was sitting sideways taking up two : 
seats with her high heeled, pointy toed 
red shoes sticking out into theisle.I | 


red, fuzzy sweater. 

My mother told me to turn around 
in my seat. She got up, grabbed me 
and faced me forward in the seat. She 
asked me why I was staring at the 
woman. My response was not what 
she wanted to hear. I said, “I want to 
look like that when I grow up” 

My mother’s head snapped around 
to see the woman reading a Playboy 
magazine. She was horrified and 
retorted, “Why do you want to look 
like that?” 

“Because she’s so pretty, I said. 

She snapped my seat into the 
upright position and told me not to 
move.. That was just too much to 
ask because when she wasn't look- 
ing, I carefully turned in my seat-and 
pressed my face up against the back | 
of the seat with one eye peeking at the | 
woman. Ihe woman saw me and gave 
me a big smile. When I smiled back, 
my experience was shattered by my 
mother’s bellowing voice, “Stop being 
rude!” 

When we got back home I kept 





asking her for black and white striped 


pants and a red angora sweater. She 
told me angora was too expensive but 
she found a piece of material that was 
similar black and white stripes. It was 
only big enough to make my bride 
doll a pair of pants, not me. I was 
disappointed but said OK. It ended 
up being satisfying enough because I 
would play with my bride doll and im- 
agine I was grown up and wearing the 
pants. My desire for the pants went — 
away and when I was older and tried 
on an angora sweater, my desire for a 
red angora sweater went away as well. 


_ It was too itchy and scratchy. 


\ 
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How Cold it Was 


By Joanne Benger 


He Trains froze on the tracks and couldn't move. 

2 Electricity froze in the wires. 

3 Polar bears migrated south. 

4, Environmentalists burned tires for warmth. 

5 Hockey pucks froze in the air. 

6. Shivering became the national sport. 

7 People turned on air conditioners for warmth. 

8. Air became a solid and was collected by the pailful. 

9. It was so cold people looked forward to hell. 

10. Snowmen needed fur coats. 

11. Icicles shivered. 

12. People froze their ears running from the house to the car. 
13. Gravy was frozen hard as a rock before dinner was served. 
14. Cars froze in place on parking lots. 

15. Dentists no longer had to inject freezing. 

16. Cakes iced themselves. 

17. All mammals became cold blooded. 

18. Igloos needed central heating. 

19; People broke their teeth on frozen food. 

20. All glass became frosted. 

PAE People became frozen statues as they waited for the bus. 
2YB The stock market had to adjust the freezing point to prevent a panic. 
23. Words froze in the air and wouldn't be heard till spring thaw. 
24. It was so cold colds caught colds. 


Jared 


Outreach Worker 
By Bruce Mitchell 

I first met Jared at the Sprucewood 
library in the winter. Me and my 
friend Marshall stepped in to warm 
up out of the cold. We camped out in 
back of the library where I was read- 
ing a book on Nietche, while Marshall 
slept in the chair across from me. 
Jared walked by me and did a double 
take. He didn’t know many homeless 
guys, who sat in the library on 95th 
Street reading philosophy. He stopped 
and talked to me and this marked the 
start of our friendship and the first of 
many times we would sit and talk. 

Jared later would be instrumental 
in helping me get into detox and then 
a recovery house. He would also help 
Marshal find himself a place that fit 
his needs and got him off the street 
as Jared has done for countless others 
over the years. But Jared didn't origi- 
nally set out to go into social work. 


Initially Jared wanted to be a writer | 


and got a Bachelor of Arts degree 
from the University of Alberta. After 
graduating he worked as a writer and 
researcher until the project ran out 

of funding, and then took a job at the 
Herb Jamieson Centre. It was there 
that he had his eyes opened. He real- 
ized the size of the homeless problem, 
and it was then he realized his calling 
to try and help other people, 

Jared started to take some courses 
at the University of Calgary online. 
After graduating he started working at 
the downtown library. 

At the library there are three that 
ran the outreach program. Jared was 
hired in the first year of the program, 
followed by Hillary in the second year 
and then a third worker was added in 
the third year to help with the work 
load. 

“When we started the outreach pro- 
gram at the library it was a progressive 
idea,’ says Jared, “To have to do social 
work out of the library hadn't been 





done before.” 


Typically the people needing help 
come to them requiring ID, housing 
and an income. The outreach program 
at the library helps people that would 
normally fall through the cracks. 

When looking towards the future, 
Jared sees two possibilities going 
forward: one - with the changing face 
of downtown, the outlying branches of 
the library will become more busy and 


will require a more collaborative effort 


with the other resources, two - that 
the library creates new programs that 
work with the outreach program but 
are their own separate departments. 
This has already started happening 

as the library recently hired an indig- 
enous healer and a public health nurse 
to work out of the library. As Edmon- 
ton continues to grow and expand the 
Edmonton Library outreach program 
will continue to adapt to the changing 
needs of the most vulnerable Edmon- 
tonians. 
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Single Awareness Day (SAD) - February 14 


By Joanne Benger 


I cant imagine anyone not being aware that he/she is single, but if you are in doubt, 


I'm here to tell you that you just might be single if most of these apply. 


1, The only living thing sharing your bed with you is dust mites. 

ps That voice in the next room is the TV. 

3: No one but you answers the door or the telephone. 

4, You have a single income. 

D: All bills and mail come in your name only. _ 

6. There is no ring on the third finger of your left hand. 

@ When you talk to yourself, no one answers. 

8. You don't have to hide the box of chocolates to prevent others from helping 
themselves. : 

9: You buy the single serving size. 

10. You have total control of the remote. 

11. One of anything is always enough. 

12. You have to buy your own presents. 

13: Yours are the only boots on the boot rack. 

14. You have to eat the entire cake all by yourself. 

15; No one is there to compliment or criticise you. 

16. Everything stays where you put it. 

17; You are the first and only person to read the newspaper. 

18. If you dont do it, it doesn't get done. 

39; If you mess up there is no one to bail you out. 

20. You go to the movies alone. 

21. You set your alarm clock without consulting anyone. 


Grapes of Wrath 
By Catherine Clough 

From the first time I saw the 
playground and shoulder-high leaf 
forts, I decided Balmoral Hall School 
for Girls in Winnipeg was for me. 
The school must have seemed larger 
from my childhood perspective, as 
my father drove me around the gravel 
driveway in his 1950s second-hand 
Chevrolet to pick up my older sisters 
after school. I doubt whether my fa- 
ther was as impressed with Balmoral 
Hall School for Girls as I was, but 
somehow I was sent there along with 
my older sisters. 

Leaf forts turned into snow 
forts and the Winnipeg days rolled 
by. At home my father instructed me 
gently reading poetry to me and tell- 
ing me stories. a 


Perhaps it was the homes with . 


maids I thought I would have pre- 
ferred or the implied status I imag- 
ined the private school gave me, but at 


some point I stopped listening to my 
father. I was dismissive when he told 
me that I would be better off with less. 
He knew that his youngest daughter 
was impressionable and I was more 
than impressed with being in a private 
school. 

Central Public School in 
Peterborough is plainly visible from 
the rectory where we would eventu- 
ally move in February. I arrived in the 
middle of Grade Fve in time for my 
first Valentine’s Day Box. I was soon 
sent to a speech therapist, something 
the private school seemed to have 
missed entirely. I’m still grateful for 
that. 

Nevertheless, the sense 
injustice of being of removed from a 
private school with its real or imag- 
ined status and sent to a public school 
among students less privileged than 
my classmates at Balmoral Hall filled 
me with a sense of injustice. Some 
might call it the grapes of wrath. 





I eventually realized the seeming 
injustices were overblown and that 
the real problem was me. When you 
land at the bottom you have nowhere 
else to go but up unless you go up in 
smoke. 

In a song she wrote, Joni 
Mitchell writes about life's illusions 
and looking at life from both sides. 
So now, it’s the illusions of a private 
school that I regret and my ingrati- 
tude towards a father who was more 
than fair. 


Support Alberta 
Street News 


Buy an ad - rates as low as 


$600 for a full page ad. 
Get a subscription - only $45 
per year 
Call - 780-428-0805 





Ageism 


By Maria B. 


We live in a society where beauty 
and a youthful appearance it is so highly 
acclaimed and we gladly adopt that. 
Every store seems to have the kind 
of products that will make us appear 
younger. TV shows revolve around the 
lives of the young and beautiful and 
rich. The reality is that through our 
passage of time we hold on to our youth 
as long as we can in so many different 
ways. I remember my husband's grand- 
father at 80 years old, He just told my 


husband. “In my mind I feel young but 


my body is showing the frailties of age”. 
And this is such a fact of life. 

In the fantasy and the merry go 
round of life we define ourselves 
through our looks, through the job we 
hold, through our title and through the 
money we have and this become the 
identification of who we are. Like a 
mirror we reflect this to everyone close 


to us or anyone that comes into our path 
of life. 

At the same time on the other side 
of the same coin we must deal with the 
competitiveness, the impatience, the 
prejudices, the vulnerabilities, the fears, 
the envies and the deceit. The time 
comes that we must get off the merry 
go round, take off the blinders and give 
up the glitter in order to see the truth of 
who we are and the incredible intrinsic 
value that we hold as human beings. We 
must cease to identify ourselves through 
our material things and embrace and 
display the fact of the truth of who we 
are. Our identity should not be defined 
by what others want us to be; it should 
be defined by our values and be aligned 
to our actions. Instead of focusing on 
differences we must find the sameness 
as human beings and realize that we 
have the inherent right to be equal and 
to be treated with dignity and respect 
just like we must treat others. 

If we notice seniors’ services have 
been kept at the bare minimum and 
every time there is shortness of wealth, 
senior’s services are the first ones that 


get spearheaded by our Government, 

our voices have become silenced. 

Unfortunately every one of us will be 

using the same seat at some time of 

our life becoming the moving trans- 

parencies and forgotten beings in our 

society, the easy targets for the loss of | 

services that we rightfully deserve. | 
_ Ageism only serves to deny value 

of the lives of the elderly. The denial 

of value is to deny them their dignity. 

In order to possess dignity we have 

to know that we own an inherit value 

that demands respect. As we are 

aware, ageism is a form of disrespect 


_ that leads to blatant discrimination 


which strips seniors of their right- 

ful place in society and only serves to 
stigmatize them. No wonder people 
develop a sense of hopelessness, low self 
confidence and low self esteem. 

While discrimination involves 
overtly hostile behavior, it also includes 
behaviors that may appear quite posi- 
tive but that ultimately serve to prevent 
elderly people from attaining their 
goals. While the government seem to be 


_ providing the needed health services, 


the long waits for these services can ag- 
gravate seniors health problems. Keep- 
ing seniorson the fixed income that 
ignores the facts that without regulation 
basic services like food, electricity, gas 
and taxes continue to increase their 
prices makes it very hard to sfor them 
urvive on a fix wage. We must not forget 
housing, which seems unattainable. 
Long lists that have turned into years 

of waiting and exorbitant rents make it 
almost impossible to find appropriate 
shelter. . 

It is not only the marginalized 
financial help but it is also the process of 
the oppression of the “human essence’, 
the mind and the self. People are being 
forced to turn inward into isolation and 
hopelessness, stripping them of their 
humanity and becoming things that are 
draining tax payers’ funds. 

As members of society we either 
become the followers or the trail blazers 
for the fundamental changes that must 
take place in order to become a more 
inclusive society. The blinders must be 
discarded and we must realize one day, 
we will be holding that vulnerable place. 


We have to go to the roots of the — 
matter and the roots that form our 
consciousness as human beings. Equal- 
ity should be our motivating force that 
allows seeing everyone as equal and 
with the same rights for a quality of 
life. When we help others to attain their 
potential, we are developing our own. 
Instead of embarking on a transpar- 
ent and sedentary journey by giving 
seniors the respect and dignity that they 
rightly deserve, their journey becomes 
evolutionary as the spiritual beings that 
they are meant to be at the end of their 
journey. We are all connected at the 
level of being. 

Dignity is about respecting our- 
selves and others; it is about recognizing 
that everyone has the right to be and 
have their presence acknowledged. It 
is about belonging; it is about honoring 
who we are. 

Seniors are our historians, the 
source of wisdom, the representation 
of hard work, and the heroes that have 
made it possible for us to live in free- 
dom. Through their lives they have 
made not only monetary contributions 
but they have contributed by raising 
children that have become the current 
contributors and through them they 
will generate the future contributors of 
our society. They deserve to be recog- 
nized and treated as the intricate part of 
the fabric of our society that honours us 
with their presence. 





} Rob’s Corner in 
| Calgary 
| By Robert Champion 


' lessons to learn from hem. Life is 


© too short. Don't be ignorant to your 





What’s on my mind 
Winter blues, long winter blues. Short 
days. Lack of sunlight. Impassable 
roads. Christmas holidays. Long line 
ups at the check out counters. Credit 
debt. Overcrowding at the shelters. 


Lessons learned 

Dont take people for granted. They 
could be in the end your best friends. 
Watch who you hang out with. It may 
be hazardous to your health, mental 
and physical well being. Life long 


Pets in Need 
Alberta 


By Linda Dumont 

Twelve years ago Janice 
Dodds started Pets in Need to 
help pets who are in need of safe 
loving homes and to help low 
income pet owners to cope with 
the care and feeding of their pets.. 
She said, “I feel my part is educat- 
ing people. Knowledge is power 
as long as it is from love and not 
being scared to ask for help. It’s 
not about the people, its all about 
the animals.” 

Through Pets in Need Alberta, 
Janice helps with vet fees — the 
vets work with her, and offer ser- 
vices at a reduced rate, and make 
_ payment arrangements to help 
people with the high cost of vet 





feelings. Be all you can be. Be true to 


your heart. 


| Another year 

| What did 2016 mean to you. Was 

| it a good year? Many people in our 
" city lost their jobs. It was just like 


any other year for me since I have 
been pensioned off and lost my 
common law wife, Lorna, August 14, 
2012. 


What’s on my mind 

Well the Flames seem to be doing 
better as of late. Watch out for the 
people you are hanging out with or 
seeing — it could be hazardous to 
your health. I’m a pretty easy go- 
ing person, probably a better person 


services. 

“T will help anyone as long as 
they don't abuse me. Just don't lie 
to me — tell me the truth; Janice 
said. 

Janice traps feral cats and has 
them neutered, then releases them 
if they have a food source where 
they were living, or places them 
in foster homes until they can be 
adopted. She also helps pet own- 
ers who are no longer able to care 
for their pets by placing them in 
foster homes until an adoptive 
home can be found. The foster 
caregivers are provided with food 
and litter, and the cats veterinary 
needs are covered by Pets in Need 
Alberta. The cats can be adopted 
for a fee of $60 which goes to the 
foster care giver. 

The end of December, Janice 
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after my wife, Lorna, passed away. I 
live alone, been alone since August 
24, 2012. No girl friends. Don’t think 
I have even dated or have been ona 
date. Not a real date anyway. Getting 
used to being alone. Have had a few 
female friends over to visit. One in 
particular, Michelle, 30 years old. I 
helped her out. Gave her a place to 
stay now and again. Gave her food 
to eat. A safe place to stay. Supplied 
her with smokes. I know she wants 
to get clean. I fell for her. Made a big 
mistake! Just too many bad influences 
out there for her. Don't think she has 
the strength to-quit - not now. 


The Last Word 

Life ain't easy. Life is short. Life isn’t 
just black or white - there are grey 
areas. Take people at face value. Don't 
jump to conclusions. Get to know 
the person before you jump into a 
relationship. Long term value your 
friendship with that person you have 
special feelings for. If you really care 
and love that person , you would 

be willing to wait for that person. 


rescued two six week old kittens ' 
that were found in a dumpster at 
Enoch. 

“Two First Nations people went 
to the dump and heard the cries of 
the kittens that were buried under 
a tin in the rubbish. They were six 
weeks old and very friendly. They 
called me and they will be car- 
ing for the kittens with my help, 
getting them food and litter, and 
getting them fixed when they 
are 12 weeks old. They have to be 
rehomed soon because the couple 
cant have pets because of their 
landlord, Janice said. 

She is self employed, working 
at home taking in disabled people 
for respite care on the weekends. 
She has a background as a psy- 
chiatric nurse and is a licenced 
minister. 
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Friendship 


Through a 
Fight 


By Lanky 
It was in Casiar, B.C, 1980. The 

dance above the curling rink was 
great. No alcohol. Minors would be 
there to 18 years old. And good seven- 
ties and eighties music. The Police. 
The Stones. Abba. Fleetwood Mac, 
Lloyd Skynrd, Cher and Madonna and 
so on. Outside to smoke cigarettes and 
indulge in the herbal technology. 

My 17 year old girlfriend Brenna. 
a beautiful heavy set, full blooded 
Taltan Indian girl, couldn't be there 
that night. A few hours into the night 
it was time for another smoke break. 
I missed Brenna and I didn't dance 
with anyone that night. And I didn't 
sneak in any drinks even though I was 
eighteen. 

On the way down the stairs of 
the curling rink I and everyone else 
noticed a fight going on in the park- 
ing lot. That is not so unusual in north 
western British Colombia. However, 
when one of the combatants fell to the 
ground, unconscious, and the other 
combatant, also of Native First Peo- 
ples origin, kept kicking the uncon- 
scious fellow, I noticed it was Brennas 
brother on the ground getting kicked. 

I jumped into action and pushed 
the other fellow away from him. Next 
thing I know the winning combatant 
was on my back, I supposed for anger 
at my interference in his people's fight. 
Without thinking, his arm around my 
neck and the other coming in, at right, 
I bent over and he ended up doing a 
complete flip in the air, astonishingly 
landing on his feet. I was quite tall, six 
feet six at that time. He being consid- 
erably shorter, I watched him as he 
went through he air asking myself, “Is 
this guy a freaking car?” 

I heard, “Look out, Pete!” just in 





time as my opposer tried to kick me 
in the koreonees if you know what I 
mean. Stepping back slightly, his kick 
landed on my upper left thigh. 

Turns our my assailants name was 
Peter, too. The next thing I remember 
is walking up to him, surrounded by 
his friends. I said to him that I was 
sorry for what just happened, not re- 
membering what happened at all. He 
shrugged me off and I walked over to 
my friend, Jake, and asked him what 
had just happened. Jake said that after 
the kick I gave him a left, then a right, 
then a left and another right and the 
fight was over. 

I later found out that this other Peter 
was the best fighter on the local Taltan 
Indian reserve and that I had knocked 
him silly. I tried many times to apolo- 
gize to him after that over the months, 
but to no avail. And I don’t know why 
I even bothered because I was in the 
right. 

One night in the only bar in town 
two beautiful women of First Nations 
persuasion asked to sit with me as I 
was there alone. Of course I welcomed 
them. It was soon revealed that one 
of the women was the older sister of 
Peter. Her name was Theresa. She 
said to me that it was about time her 
brother got a beating because he was 
an asshole when he was drinking as 
he was the night of the dance. I also 
gleaned that the reason Peter was 
beating my girl friend’s brother was 
because he said I was a nice guy and 
defended Brenna going out with a 
white fella. Funny his name was Peter, 
too. “Would you like come to my 
cabin on the reserve some weekend,” 
she said. 

“Sure,” was my reply as they went on 
their way. 

I told my younger brother, Henry, 
that I was invited out to the reserve 
sixty miles away and that I would be 
staying at Theresa Callbreath’s for the 
night. “Peter’s sister? You'll be killed 
out there or at least get a severe beat- 
ing from one of the natives or more.” _ 

I told him what Theresa related to 
me and that still did not calm his rac- 
ist reactions down. “You know what 


happens to white guys on the reserve. 
Soon as you get drunk and vulnerable 
they are all over you.” 

I told Henry that I was staying at 
Theresa's cabin and that she assured 
me that Peter would not be coming 
around. So, feeling in the party mood, 
I bought a Texas Mickey of Canadian 
Club with the wire hanger and all. 
Cost a pretty penny. I had secretly 
hoped to meet Peter up there so I 
could offer one more apology. I didn't 


expect to get too far. 


I always carried a 30-30 lever action 
Winchester in my trunk and a hun- — 
dred bullets with the firing pin in the 
glove box as was the law at the time in 
British Columbia. I had hoped to plink 
off a few rounds when I was out there. 
I know firearms and alcohol don't mix, 
but I wasn't thinking of that. 

When I got to the reserve around 
six or seven p.m., Theresa was there to 
meet me at the cabin she owned. With 
good directions I got there without 
any problem. Her cabin was right up 
a slight incline where it turned right 
and headed downward again. Trees 
all around and dark silence filled the 
night. Once inside, I saw that eve- 
rything was safe so I excused myself 
and went out to my 1977, two door, 
soft top green Cougar XR7. It hada 
351m400 engine in it and it moved 
pretty quick, not as quick as some of 
the Chevy 354s, though. They beat me 
all the time. Moving the rifle case out 
of the way; I grabbed the Texas Mickey 
and brought it in. Upon seeing the 
Texas Mickey and other many praises 
and accolades, we poured one of the 
many drinks of the night, using the 
rocker stand it came with. 

There were two other people there, 
two Eskimo women - a party for four. 
I felt special being the only guy there. 
Half way through the night a knock 


~ came at the door. It was Peter. I stood 


up to greet him without offering a 
handshake. I tried that too many times 
to no avail. Instead, since I was having © 
so much fun getting drunk with the la- 
dies, I walked over to the Mickey and 
bent it over for a nice stiff double and 
handed it to Peter without saying a 


word, He accepted apprehensively 

but nonetheless he accepted. And 
what do you know - a conversation 
broke out between him and me. 

We talked at length about how 
much I was enjoying Theresa and 
the other girls company. I thanked 
Peter for having a drink with me 
and offered another one. While it 
was still in his hand I asked him if 
he would mind stepping outside 
for a while because I wanted to 
show him something. Opening the 
trunk, there lay my 30-30 Win- 
chester in the case along with one 
hundred bullets, fifty per case. Tak- 
ing the gun out of the case I asked 
him if hed ever used a lever action 
rifle to which he replied, yes., so I 
handed it to him to inspect. I went 
to the glove box, stumbling by 
now, and got the firing pin from it. 
Sliding it in, I loaded the rifle with 
seven bullets and one in the cham- 
ber. 

After somewhat inebriated 
conversation, I asked Peter if we 
could fire off a few shots into the 
bush away from the cabin. Con- 
fidently, he pointed to an area to 
the northwest and picked out a 
tree about one hundred yards away 
and challenged me to shoot the 
branch off at the peak of the tree. I 
fired a couple of times, missing of 
course. Peter aimed and shot the 


branch clean off the top of the tree. 
I was impressed and made a point 
to let him know that I trusted him 

with my gun, wanting him to know 


that I had no hard feelings and just 


wanted to have fun wasting bul- 
lets shooting branches off of trees. 
After a case of bullets, we decided 
to call it quits. 

Inside the cabin again I poured 
Peter another double and The- 
resa then chased him to his own 
home. Before he left I offered my 
handshake of peace one more time 
which seemingly unreluctantly, he 
reached out and gave me a firm 
handshake and a smile, tipping 
he drink towards he heavens and 
sucking it back before he left. 

When Peter was gone, Theresa 
praised me for being so kind to her 
brother, getting up to serve him 
drinks and showing off my gun to 
him left an impression and from 
that time on every time I saw Peter 
in town, he always waved and said, 
“Hi” depending on how distant I 
was. One thing scares me - when 
someone I get into a legitimate 
fight with is their possible dissat- 
isfaction with being on the losing 
end. Peter's friendship relieved 
that. 

Back at the cabin now Theresa 
was impressed with how I handled 
Peter with politeness and genu- 
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ineness, even pouring him three 
doubles. Gone now, the three girls 
and I did our best to finish the 
Texas Mickey, but couldn't. I ended 
up sleeping between two Eskimo 
women and Theresa built herself a 
bed by the door. I guess she knew 
Peter better than I and very likely 
expected him to come back. 

The next morning, hung over and 
all, we had bacon and eggs. By 11 
a.m. I was heading back to Ca- 
siar, the mining town I worked in. 
Upon meeting my racist younger 
brother, he was surpised, even 
shocked, that I did not come back 
with a beating. I told him not all 
people are like you and I got along 
just fine out there. 

In fact, I brought my gun and 
fired a few shots from the rifle and 
had three doubles with Peter and 
he went on his merry way. It was a 
good night to trust human instinct 
and accept the invitation and pro- 
tection of those three ladies Peter's 
sister in particular went out of her 
way to keep this red head safe. 

Thanks, Theresa, for your un- 
derstanding, good for your word, 
fun time. You helped fix the bridge 

-between Peter and me. I ended up 
with a good friend that I met in an 
ugly fight. Thanks, Theresa. 





Looking for 
housing 





By Vivian Risby, 

Trying to find a place is very hard. 
I do know a lot of homeless people. 
Some of them can get a place. Am I 
supposed to sleep outside and get free 
rent for one year? Even they get their 
cheques. How? I sell Alberta Street 
News. Thanks for Linda for keeping 
the paper going and to the sponsors. 
A lot of us need the extra income. 

At Christmas I did not get our gift 
card or toys for my grand children. 
Some one had taken them. Christ- 
mas was very hard. I did phone the 


Christmas Bureau but they would not 
help. I did phone the police but I had 
no proof. I did ask my landlord for 
extra gifts. I had seen a lots of gifts 
piled higher than his tree. I wonder if 
he took the card and toys, but cannot 
prove it. I also asked the mailman if 
he put the gift cards in the mailbox. 
He said yes. Iam now moving so I 
won't have anyone stealing. 

Anyone who has extra furniture, 
please, I need the help. Please. 


By Shaun Giroux 

Orchesis Dance Motif 
on Jan 27th 1017 at the Myer 
Horowitz Theater was a wonderful 
student based show. It was enjoy- 
able to see all levels, ages and sizes 
of dancers give it their all on a 
masterful lit stage. This year their 
main guest choreographer was 
Justine A. Chamber, who put out a 
truly stunning piece with a trippy 
looping music that almost put you 
in a trance while watching it, 
while being mesmerized by the 
beautiful execution of movement of 
its dancers. 

Chripsie performed a very 
moving piece choreographed by Alice 
Sheppard that was centered around 
a dancer in a wheel chair with four 
other dancers moving, breathing 
as an extension of herself. As she 
gracefully danced with spins, move- 
ments of her arms and the lifts on the 


wheels of her chair... 
taking. 


it was breath 


Kate Satashko’s dance was a 
flow of movement from house left to 
right over and over again with very 
organic movement and rolls like a 
river with its many eddies, with a 
flow and taste of chaos. 

I must say that the last dance 
I was not too sure of at first and very 
much reminded of the solid gold 
dancers but it did win me over with a 
dance by Amanda Karpyshin. It had 
me laughing and singing along to it 
as it was about a “journey between 
who you once were and who you are 
now becoming “ 

This Years Motif was the 
perfect length and left you with a 
song stuck in your head and wanting 
more. I would very much recom- 
mend seeing their next show. Thank 
You Orchesis for a wonderful even- 
ing. 

Orchesis Dance Program, 
founded by Dorothy Harris in 1964, 


is one of the oldest student organi- 


sations at the University of Alberta 
and exists to provide everyone who 
wants to with a chance to dance ina _ 
vibrant, creative, spirited atmosphere. _ 
This is a non-credit dance program ~ 
open to all students, alumniand 
members of the community with a _ 
desire to dance, Ce and — 
perform. = - i - 
Orchesis Mission states Ore, a) 


_ chesis is an organization for dancers _ 


of all ability levels, from beeline: to 
advanced, 2 
Orchesis offers contempo- , 
rary modern, ballet and j jazz dance 
opportunity to perform in conce eel 
productions, the opportunity for 
choreographers, new or experi¢ 
to create dances. master classes 
workshops sponsored by Orchesi 
include: contemporary modern, 
ballet and jazz dance technique, th 
choreographic process and creative. ¥ 


practice, improvisation and contact. - 


improvisation, dance theatre craft, _ 
and dance somatics. _ | 





